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‘ Overwhelmed with fatigue, bleeding and ex- 
hausted, he yet sunk vot under his sutferings 
No, while a spark of life remained, it belonged 
to the unfortunate. The divine inhabitant of 
the mountain bore in his arms for an hour the] 
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[slept profoundly, when a confused noise of car- 
; Pages and horses was heard at the monastery. 
| The protectress of the niece of Herstall arrived, 
_!v'lowed by a numerous train, and preceded by 





“quires, pages, and warriors. The vast court- 
yard of the abbey presented a scene of disorder, 
tumult, and confusion. 

Elodie hastily descended the grand stair-case 
of the abbey, and received the Countess in the 





wet and frozen form of the youthful Conrad, and 


phan, in a tone of alarm. 

‘ His wound was trifling,’ replied Marceline. 

‘ Did he remain with Anseimo” 

‘The radiant eagle dwells only in clouds.” 

The pastor of the village arrived at the mo- 
nastery; and Elodie, quitting Marceline, flew 
to meet him, * Hegre’ cried Anselmo, holding in 
his hand a paper, *#8 a letter trom the Countess 
imberg. who Will arrive here to-morrow.’ 

‘So soon,’ answered Elodie. ‘Oh, my father! 
must I, then, quit the valley of Underiach ” 

‘lam iguorant of the intentions of your pro- 
tectress. Dearest Elodie! we are net the arbi- 
ters of our own fate.’ 

The Orphan read the letter of the Countess, 
who appeared warmly interested for her. The 
expressions it contained were obliging. She 
aunounced her arrival at the abbey, and her in- 
tentions seemed noble and beuevolent 

‘You do not mention Courad,’ said Elodie,! 
after a shert panse. 


Sites he informed you of bis dreadtul adven- 
tures? 

*Yoe: and the valour of the warrior to whom 
he owes his life, is ever in bis thoughts. His 
enthusiasm equals his gratitude.” 

‘You saw hin?’ said the Orphan, with embar- 
rassmenut 

‘Saw whom? the Reeluse? replied Anselmo; 
She was with me but a moment. 

‘ But you spoke to him! 

‘He fled precipitately from me when I at- 
tempted to praise his heroic conduct But vain 
was his flight; the gencrous deliverer of Conrad 
will ever be present to my recollection’ 

‘And yet this gencrous deliverer is the object 
of suspicion, hatred, and calumny.’ 

* My daughter,’ answered Anselmo, ‘ let us on 
this subrect be forever silent, God alone can 
comprehend his heart—God alone can be his 
judge’ 

Anselmo, desirous of changing the conversa- 
tion, began to speak to Elodie respecting the 
Necessary arrangements preparatory to the arri- 
val of Hoerstall’s noble relative Accustomed, 
by birth and rank, to the luxuries of life, the Coun- 
tess Imberg would have.tosutier many privations 
@tthe monastery. The apartments of the Gothic 
edifice were devoid of splendour: but the daugh-| 
ter of Saint Maur was desirous that the abode 
of her iufancy should appear attractive to her 
protectress, who might perhaps be induced to re- 
main in the valley till the end of the sammer. She 
neglected uothing which might embellish the 
interiov of the dwelling Some old furniture 
was newly cleaned; and its gilding, which dust 
had concealed, re-appeared. Baskets of odorife- 
rous flowers decorated the large apartments of 
the abbey, and the Orphan had only to await 
the Countess’ arrival. 

The dawn had unclosed the gates of the east, 
yet still the peaceful inhabitants of the valley 











Anselino’s adopted son was restored to his arms."}} aad a knight of high degree, completely armed, 
‘But the Recluse was wounded,’ cried the Or-|Pstood by ber side. The noble relative of Her- 


vestibule. A brilliant circle surrounded her, 


“all held out her arms to the daughter of Saint 
Maur. aud, as she pressed her with affection to 
her bosom, coutemplated her with a suprise 
mingled with admiration. Her beauty, her mo- 
desty, her sweet voice, and her unaffected grace, 
appeared to charm her. 

*Amiable Elodie!’ said she, presenting to her 
the warrior who accompanied her, * my dearest 
friend, the chief of one of the most illustrious 
fumilies in Germany, the ally of the sovereigns 
of the North, the Prince of Palzo, has vouchsa- 
fed to escort me to these mountains. He has 
promised to remain a few days in the abbey, and 
{ hasten to introduce my valorous knight to my 
adopted daughter.” 

The Orphan bent profoundly to the Prince of 
Palzo, whose eyes had been constantly fixed on 
her. The Countess appeared satisfied with the 
apartments that had been prepared for her. 
Gbliging and courteous, she did not seem start, 
led by the dark galleries she was obliged 





mate for her were satisfactory ; she cowplained 
not of fatigue: and parted reluctantly from 
Elodie, to snatch a few moments of repose. 

The Maiden of Underlach was left to her me- 
ditations. The Countess appeared benevolent, 
feeling, and generous, yet still the heart of 
Elodie was not attracted towards her. A noble 
simplicity pervaded her conversation, but she 
was surrounded with splendour. She had pre- 
sented the Prince of Palzo to the Orphan with a 
proud enumeration of the titles of her friend. 
Her countenance was mild and benevolent, but 
haughty affability was likewise depicted there. 
She had called Elodie her niece; but an air of 
superiority was visible in the midst of her 
kindness! 

‘Ah Herstall!’ sighed the Orphan, ‘1 feel 
that I had once a father, but I have now only a 
protectress!’ 

The Countess Imberg, though older than Her- 
stall, yet retained some traces of beauty. Adini- 
ration had ever followed her steps; but in her 
youth, this sentiment, the only one she ever in- 
spired, had been the torment of her existence. 
Beauty is not bestowed on woman merely to 
procure her admiration. Age had robbed her of 
her charms; and as love could not be command- 
ed, she choose to subjugate opinion. Her fortune 
permitted the enjoyment of luxuries, and she 
dazziv-d mankind by her magnificence and gen- 
erosity. H»r beart had never known love: she 
had therefore leisure to study the hearts of oth- 
ers. The soul of sensibility sees only through a 
veil; but, from a cold calculating mind, nothing 
can be hidden 

Accustomed to dissimulation, the Countess 
was nevertheless reputed most sincere. She ap- 
peared constantly endeavouring to conceal her 
benevolent and maguanimous actions; and yet 
by her address, exaggerated reports of her 
good deeds were every where spread. She was 


*}f>is out of danger, replied Auselmo. va verse, all the arrangements that Lad been 
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capable of a sublime action; but her Grst wish 
was to be admired fer it. Alssolute in her will 
she notwithstanding seemed to sacrifice her 
wishes to those about her She boasted of hav- 
ing passed a life unsullied by a crine ; but the 
cold in heart, who weigh ther actious as 
well as their words, denominate the vacancy of 
their souls profundity, and their indifference 
virtue. 

The countess, who adopted all the vanitics 
of the world, spoke of luxttry with disdain, but 
was content, she said, to wear the chains im- 
posed upon her by her situation and her duty.— 
Ever on the watch for an opportunity to ‘dis- 
tinguish herself by some shining deed of be- 
nevolence, she cared not for the object of her 
bounty : devoted tothe unfortunute, she knew 
them but by report; despotic in her will, she 
yet launched her invectives against tyrayny - 
ambitious in the highest degree, she boasted of 
the happiness of obseurity; ostentatious!y hum- 
ble, while she attributed every thing to the will 
of heaven, she believed in the things of this 
world alone: in short the diguity of her man- 
ners, the grace of her movements, and the af- 
fability of her discourse, had made her the idol 
of the multitude, and the oracle of her numerous 
admirers. 

The Prince of Palzo had passed the brillianey 
of youth. Notwithstanding he bore an illastri- 
ous title, was.q general in the army of the Duke 
of Lorraine, and possessed immense riches, he 

urmured against fortune, and complained of 

rigours. Artful and perfidious, be coveted 
preme authority . and, alike desperate and 
base, he was endeavouring, by dark intrigues to 
dethrone bis sovereign. Bort, for a conspirator, 
he possessed the art of flatierimg the passions of 
the multitude, irritating the discontented, fo 
menting discord, and exciting hatred. Eloquent 
as an orator, he kuew in what delusive carb to 
clothe his bold ideas and hazardous expressions; 
in short, fascinating, at his will,the eyes of the 
vulgar, no one knew better than himself how to 
introduce the magic words of independence and 
liberty. 

The Prince of Palzo had never been remark- 
able for his stature or bis beauty; but bis fea- 
tures were regular, and his deportment eiguified. 
A profound object would have said, that his 
disdainful smile, severe brow, and the ironical 
expression of his countenance, denoted a proud 
man, commanding his fellow men through am- 
bition, and despising them by system His 
character was grossly tinctured with seusuality ; 
his expressions were ever deceitful. They were 
sometimes dazzling, but always false; some- 
times energetic, but never sul:lime. 

A brilliant education, like the effect of the 
light ona plant, had coloured bis exterior, but 
had not changed his nature. A supple courtier 
when any of his plans were to be effected, how- 
ever low the gates of a palace might be, he cared 
not if he shrank to the stature of a pigmy, in 
order to gain entrance, provided he could ap- 
pear acolossus tothe vulgar on hisegress. 

Licentious in his amours, and ever yielding 
to the transports of his first emotions, he re- 
sembled the pilot who hoists a sail while the 
tempest rages ; but in politics he was prudent 
and dissimulating, and frequently raised or 
calmed a storm at his pleasure. Olten prodigal. 
but not generous ; sometimes beneficent, Bie Rs 
yet unjust, be appeared magnificent, and . 
called maguanimous. Virtue scemed to exhale. 
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{tom his soula few perfumes, like the flowers 
which may bloom from the edge of an infected 


































vase. 

Louis the Eleventh had remarked the Prince 
of Paizo. Such a man suited his political views. 
The revolutions of nei ing states had en- 
larged his dominions; for, by feigning to assist 
the tottering thrones, be succeeded in conquer- 
ing them. He knew how to aggrandize himself 
on their ruins, and his power was strengthened 
by their destruction. 

Numerous malcontents inhabited Nancy. The 

rtizans of Charles the Bold remembered the 
brilliant court of the conqueror; many warriors 
regretted the hero, and many d function- 
aries their lost places. The ambitious excited 
the passions of the people, and the factions 

8 alarm among them. 

Louis the Eleventh, at variance with Rene, 
and already master of one of his provinces, 
kindled the flames of discord in Nancy. Secret 
negociations were established between his min- 
isters and the Prince of Palzo, anda conspiracy 
was regularly organized. ‘The troops of Louis 
marched from the west on Lorraine. On the 
south, near’ Lake Morat, a party of united and 
ambitious Lorrainers, supported by France, only 
awaited a leader, to raise the standard of revolt, 
and march towards Nancy. The gold of the 
traitors had raised several bodies of moun- 
taineers, and the commander chosen for them 
was the Prince of Palzo. He departed for Lel- 
vetia, where many conspirators awaited him, 
and it was decided, that the thunders which 
were to annihilate Rene should issue from Mo- 
rat. As soon as the flag of rebellionshould be 
hoisted on the Swiss frontier, it was expected 
that the maleontents of Nancy, the enemies of 
the Duke of Lorraine, the enthusiasts for |i 

ty, and the admirersof Charles the Bold, w 

erowd towards the standard of revolt. 

the Eleventh was to tiéet them near Epinal, 
where the whole army Was toassemble. The 

Duke of Lorraine would thus be entirely sur- 

rounded, and the agents of the king of France 

ised the sovercignty of a province to the 

Prince of Paizo. 

The departure of the Countess Imberg for the 
of Underlach aided the projects of the 
of the i mts. Under the pretext of 

accompanying a friend, he quitted the court of 
Lorraine, and went to Morat. From the cloister 
in which he buried, the perfidious 
chief intended to arm the rebels. All his plans 
were settled, and the Countess Imberg was in- 
formed of the infamous plot, which was almost 
ripe for execution. 

Great changes had taken place in the monas- 
tery! Numerous vassals peopled the once de- 
serted court-yard, and armorial banners floated 
on the turrets. Sentinels guarded the entrances 
of the antiquated building, and pages were seen 
training fiery steeds Horus, fifes, and cymbals, 
were heard continually during the day: the 
trampet sounded, and the drum beat ‘4 mili- 
tary escort had followed the prince, who was 
constantly reviewing his soldiers, proving their 
weapons, exercising them, assembling, and 
haranguing them: all was motion, agitation 
and tomult in the abbey, and the peaceful elois. 
ter had been transformed intoa military citidal 

The tinid Maiden of Underlach understood 
mone of these new scenes which assailed her 
eyes.—What could be the meaning of the noc. 
turnal meetings she bad noticed since the arriva} 
of the Prince ? Why were these preparations for 
battle? What voices echoed during the night 


_oethrough thé subterraneons passagesof the mon- 
Sees came the quantity of arms i 


er 







piled up in the lower apartments of th 
tower? What could ogeasion the. : 


terious sorties of ay tad 


Prince at.all hours of the 
the despatches he so fre- 
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quently received? and where were the couriers 
sent? What could the disguise of the emisa- 
ries portend? The trembling Elodie anticipated 
some strange and fatal event. 

The Prince of Palzo had not beheld the Or- 
phan without admiration. He desired to win 
her love, and his passion was openly declared.— 
Offended by his presumptuous hopes, and terrifi- 
ed by his bold language, the daughter of Saint 
Maur sought refuge in the presence of the 
countess, whom she feared for an ivstant to 
leave. 

The situation of Elodie was dreadful. The 
prince, who feared the influence and advice of 
Anselmo, had forbidden him entering the castle ; 
and she dared not attempt to escape from the 
gatesof the abbey, which were guarded by the 
creatures of Palzo. The prince followed her un- 
ceasingly, his love had become boundless, aud 
his transports devoid of all control. The un- 
fortunate girl was in the power of an ambitious 
perverse being, over whom neither honour, jus- 
tice, nor virtue had any influence. 

The Orphan had now no hope but in her pro- 
tectress; but the countess was devoted to the 
enterprising chieftain, whose brow she already, 
in imagination, saw decorated with a crown — 
The prince had informed her of his sentiments 
towards Elodie, and had asked the hand of her 
adopted niece. That niece might one day bea 
sovereign! Could the counters therefore hesitate 
an instant to accede to the wishes of Palzo! 
Fiattered by the generous offers of the Prince, 
who, influenced by love, had condescended to 
forget the disproportion of the alliance, the 
countess promised that the Orphan should be his 
wife, and her orders were issued to prepare for 
a speedy celebration of the nuptial ceremony. 

Firm in her resolves, imperious in her will, 
but always veiling her secret thoughts under a 
deceitful exterior, the Countess one morning 
summoned her niece to her presence. r 
had never been more tender, her smile more 
gracious, nor her manner more caressingly af- 
fectionate. 

After a pompous enumeration of the titles and 
possessions of the Prince of Palzo, after a re- 
cital of the heroic actions of his life, and a long 
eulogium on his virtues and beneficence, the 
Countess informed her of the flattering pro- 
posals he had deigned to make. With her ac- 
customed eloquence she pourtrayed the brilliant 
advantages of the projected union, and the pas. 
sionate love of the prince. The persuasion that 
Elodie would be happy, seemed the only senti- 
ment which had decided her in favour of the ji. 
lustrious warrior. ‘‘Amiable Elodie,” cried 
she, as she concluded her discourse, “ follow 
the Prince of Palzo to the altar ; and love, hoa- 
our, fortune, and glory, will surround you. J 
bless heaven for having conducted me to these 
shades, that I might ensure the“ happiness of a 
forsaken Orphan. Yourriches will carry abun- 
dance and joy to the cottages of Underlacha- 
Your rank willbe the pride and support of your 
family. Your beauty will be the ornament of 
the Court of Lorraine, and your virtues will re- 
store the purer morals of our forefathers. Oh ! 
dearest Elodie, who knows but the Eternal, in 
calling the hero who adores you to the highest 
destiny, may not be preparing a crown for you,” 

This artful speech did not stagger the resolu- 
tion ofthe Orphan : the picture the Countess 
had drawn, could uot charm her, nor was ashe 
dazzled by thebrilliant offers of the prince. She 
who had been able to resist a pure and generous 
love, andthe melting prayers of the magnani- 
mous and devoted Egbert; could not be moved 

pompous titles, nor the riches of an am- 
tious courtier. Calm without coldness and 
firor without audacity, the daughter of "Saint 
Save arose with dignity, and replied : 
Iknow not, madaw, for what fate heaven 


reserves me, butI am not ambitious of acr 
splendour could not afferd me happiness Ms 
days have been passed in retirement, and | , 
not fitted for grandeur. The vei 7 
ter would better become 
dem of a sovereign. The last wishes of m 
motber shail be obeyed, and I will never 
the mountains of Helvetia. Permit ge Ps 
to decline the splendid marriage which ie 
posed to me, for gratitude is the Only sentimen: 
the Prince of Palzo can ever expect then 
Elodie.’’ 

As she concluded, she left the Countess, why 


surprise ; but nothing could alter the deteri, 
nation of the friend of Palzo. Too artiy) » 
suffer her fury to be seen, she determined yy 
to irritate the energetic soul of Elodie by ay 
violence’ She kad subdued even more 


means before she would resort to force 
honours, pleasures, and the seductions of joy 
aud flattery, were therefore to be summoned ty 
assail the young waiden on every side. Aly! 
perfidy has many allies, but innocence can only 
depend on itself. ri 

The hour for the repast reg and Elodie 
rejoined the Countess Imberg. “She expected 
be attacked by anger and reproaches, but & 
cidedio her refusal, and determined to brave 
the storm, she concealed her agitation ai 
serenity. 

The Countess greeted the Orphan witha 
sweet smile, and met her eyes with caressiag 
looks. Noreproach, no murmur escaped he 
lips, and she appeared unhappy at the ideao 
having afflicted her young friend. Her expres, 
sions were as tender as those of a mother tobe 
The Prince of Paizo, not less tenie 


than formerly, but more respectful, no longét 
addressed Plodie with that boldness which never 







cate, his looks flattering, and his manoet tt 
served. The timid girl no longer dreaded bis 
presence, and several times her grateful loos 
were tusned on her protectress. 


Maur retited to her chamber. Little disposed 


Formerly he alone had inhabited the monastery: 
and it then seemed filled with beings dear © 
the heart of Elodie. Now the old building 0 
tained a numerous train of persons, and yet ¥8 
bo more to her than a desert. Her thoughls 
wandered to the summits of the distant moult 
tains; and the barren rocks of Lake Morat 
peared tohera region of enchantment. What 
does man require to enable him to vivily! 

universe, and to contemplate nature through’ 
magic prison >—a heart which can claim kind 

with his own. None but the being devoid 


really proscribed bat the man who is forgottel: 
(To be Continued.) 


A Cowardly fellow much given to apparent 
courage, or boasting, (as most cowards are) bat 
ing spoken impertinently to a gentleman, f 
ceived a violent box of the ear. Summonif 
his most authoritative tone, he demanded whethet 
that was meant in earnest. ‘Yes, Sir,’ repli 
the other, without hesitation. The cow 
thinking he should have frightened him, n¥ 
turned away, saying, ‘I am glad of it, Sit; 

I do not like suci; jests.” 
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Strong as our passions are, they m 
ed to submission, and conquered, 
ing killed. 
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FOR THE LADIES’ LITERARY CABINET. 
CLIFTON AND IRENE. 
A TALE BY HORENTIUS. 

The sound of war was heard no more 
in our vallies, and the echo of the cla- 
rion blast was hushed upon the moun- 
tains. The beams of peace once more 
illumined our native land, and spread 
their gladdening influence over that re- 
gion, hallowed by the blood of our An- 
cestors, who fell in freedom’s triumphant 
conflict ;—but they diffuseda melancho- 
ly radiance over the graves of many a 
noble hero—many a noble father, of ma- 
ny a gallant son. 

It was at this period, when Henry 
Clifton retired from the field of duty, 
covered with laurels gained in his coun- 
try’s cause, and bent his anxious steps 
towards his paternal home. Six long 
years of sanguinary hardships had rolled 
over his head, since he first left the 
home of his father, and devoted himself 
to his country’s service ; and now when 
war was done, and the standard of liber- 
ty waved in triumph, he hastened to the 
scenes of his youthful happiness, while 
emotions of hope and fear, of rapture and 
tenderness, alternately thrilled within 
hisbosom. The house of bis father was 


. ws a 
-. situated near the source of the Hudson ; 


and as he pursued his way-along the 
margin of that river, the low murmar of|/r 
its waves sounded in his ear, and recall- 
ed to his mind those days of infantile en- 
joyment which had long been lost in 
forgetfulness. His eye lingered on the 
bold romantic rocks which soared above 
the river, and seemed to lose their ce- 
dar-crowned summits within the bosom 
of the clouds; the distant and well 
known song of the waterman, seemed 
like the faint echo of a morning dream, 
bringing back to memory moments that 
shone with fancy’s brightest beam.— 
Then too woulj_his imagination return 

0 that hour when he bade a long fare- 

ell to all that was dearest to his heart— 
that hour when the blessing of a father 
rested on his youthful head—when the 
affectionate tear of a mother bedewed 
his gloomy cheek—and when the warm 
embrace of one still more beloved, thril- 
Jed through his very soul. The pains, 
the pleasures of that hour had often re- 
curred to him during his protracted ab- 
sence ; the image of his dear Irene pic- 





tured by fancy as lovely, tearful, tender, 
as in that parting moment, was the che- 
rished companion of his most solitary 
hour. Often when he Jay wounded and 
bleeding, with no couch but the cold 
pereons. and no canopy but the starry 
heavens—no friend, whose voice could 
cheer the loneliness of night, or soothe 
the anguish of his breast—then would 
the spirit of Irene appear to flit before 
his imagination, and gently whisper the. 
accents of consolation in his ear. ant 
But now those days of anxiety and toil 
were over, and only remembered as 
the prelude to anticipated happiness. | 
Hope would fain have found a solace for 
every pain he had endured, and every 
danger he had past, in the moment when 
he should clasp to his bosom those ob- | 
jects of his dearest affections, from 
whom he had so long been severed.— 
But some uncertain, yet fearful bodings 
weighed heavy upon his heart, and dif-| 
fused a gloom over his spirit—He knew | 
not why—the spot where centered his| 
every earthly joy was near at hand, yet. 
he trembled to approach it—something 
whispered, all was not well. The set-| 








night seemed to throw a darker shade 
than usual over the surrounding scene- 
ry; the moaning of the wave sounded 
like a tale of woe, and the shriek of the, 
night-bird rung in his troubled ear like 
the harbinger of unhappiness.—And now, 
by the first ray of the moon, which arose’ 
in all its softened beauty, he descried, 
amidst the dark foilage of the woods, the 
home of his early years. And Oh! 
what feelings of extacy glowed within his| 
bosom at the sight! what raptures thril- 
led within his heart as he gazed on the) 
hallowed scenes of his infancy! You 
who are not strangers to the exquisite 
sensibilities of -the mind, and have! 
long been exiled from all on earth that 
could render existence dear, may con-| 
ceive the emotions of his breast, but 
description is inadequate to the task. 

He spurred on his horse, and soon 
arrived at the gate of his father’s house ; 
he alighted, but no one appeared to 
welcome his return—every thing around 
wore the marks of neglect and delapida- 
tion; not even the light of a taper, 
beaming from the casements greeted his 











| 


‘ting sun withdrew bis last ray from the} 
summits of the mountains ; the veil of, 





eye, but all was dark, silent and lonely. 
With a trembling hand he knocked for 
admittance, but no answer came—his 
apprehensions increased—again, and a- 
gain he knocked but no sound save the 
echo was returned. His heart beat 
wildly with fear—a cold dew sat upon 
his forehead ; and becoming almost fran- 
tic with dread, he made an effort to 
force an entrance, when he heard a 
footstep within slowly approaching the 
door. It was opened by an aged female 
domestic, who started at his appearance, 
and regarded him with an eye of timidi- 
ty and suspicion. ‘Do you not know 
me, Mary ?”’ he articulated ; and that 
moment the light of the moon beaming 
from behind a cloud, revealed his well 
known countenance to her view. She 
trembled, gazed, while a new light glan- 
iced from her sunken eye, and a hectic 
flush glowed on her withered cheek. 
It was joy, long a stranger to her be- 
som—joy, sudden, unlooked for joy, 
vibrating through her frame, which 
overpowered her remaining strength, 
and almost severed the cords of life— 
she dropped senseless on the floor as the 
name of ‘* Henry” fell from her lips. 
She had been the friend of his child- 
hood, had watched over his earliest 
years, and enjoyed with bim his happi- 
est hours ; no wonder then, the long 
lost image of one so well beloved, should 
awaken such powerful emotions of joy 
within her aged breast. 

Clifton raised her from the ground, 
and carried her to an apartment, where 
by his exertions she was soon restored 
to animation; but some time elapsed 
before she was sufficiently recovered to 
satisfy his anxious demands. ‘‘ My fa- 
ther, Mary, my mother! Oh speak! 
where are they?” The old woman 
averted her head, and vented the over- 
flowings of her grief in a flood of tears. 
Clifton shuddered as he grasped her 
hand, and beheld in her tears the pre- 
face of some dreadful history ; he feared 
to renew his inquiries, and remained 
in silent and painful suspense by her 
side, until she collected sufficient firm- 
ness to relate her melancholy story, 
when she thus begun :—* It was about 
three years after you left us to join our 
army at Philadelphia, that your father 





was objiged to take up arms, and march 
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against the British then in our neighbor- 
hood. Oh! I never shall forget the 
horrors of that night! the whole country 
was in arms: the firing of the enemy 
was fieard in every direction; house 
after house was wrapped in flames, and 
even the old church escaped not the fu- 
ry of the soldiers. ‘Towards morning 
some of the neighbours who had been 
in the battle, came to the door, support- 
ing your father who was badly wounded ; 
poor man! I cannot think of him with- 
out weeping—he died that day.” —Here 
an involuntary groan escaped from Clif- 
ton as he sunk back in his chair, and 
the tears and sobs of Mary interrupted 
her story. ‘* But my mother—what of 
her ?” “‘She too is gone,”’ replied Mary, 
‘* the loss of her husband bore hard upon 
her mind, and reduced her very low ; 
when about a year since the news came 
of your death—this was too much for her 
heart to bear ; in a short time she died— 
and here I have lived ever since, sup- 
ported by the charity of a few of the 
neighbours: but I have seen my dear 
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Henry once more, and now I too can 
die in peace.” ) 
(To be continued.) 
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~THE LEGEND OF THE STONE HOUSE, 
“». OR LOVE CURED BY FRIGHT. 


(Continued from page 141.) 


Edwin had scarcely finished speaking, 
when the man of the cave uttered a 
piercing cry which rung through the 
subterranean vault and echoed in hol- 
low sounds through the distant chasms 
below. His eyes flashed like balls of 
fire, and throwing himseJf into a lofty 
commanding attitude, ordered them all 
to retire. 

Nick was the first one who obeyed 
the command of this frightful form, 
which in a thundering voice issued his 

,¥mperious mandate. He was followed 
by Ferdinand, and shortly after by his 
father. Edwin being thus ‘left alone, 
gazed at the towering figure which stood 
frowning before him. At Jength he 
started back a few steps and addressed 


~ bim: “Who and what are you—thou 


being of wonder ” «7 am, what I am,” 
replied he, his countenance gradually 
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assuming a look of more complacency. {the family were bursting with laughter 
“ But why seek you rash boy, to pene-jjat the odd looking figure of Hobbs, who 
trate into the hidden mysteries of Rhi-jf/smiling, cast side glances at Emily, 

naldo; think you, ye beardless son off He did not exactly know how to 
my brother, that I, whose days are fast |}broach the subject ; but love bid inspir. 
closing to endless night ; who have bra- fed him with new feelings. He drey 
ved the tempests of heaven, and the jhis chair alongside of the German, qj 
frowns of man,—shut out from society— |}commenced by launching out in the 
the sport of fortune and a terror to the |] praises of his daughter, comparing her 


ignorant and superstitious, must make |j to the sun, moon and stars,—said she § 


known my conduct to a boy! retire Ed-|}was more beautiful than the speckle 
win. ‘To-morrow | quit my solitary re- trout, or striped bass, and concluded by 
fuge and again mix with the world. |] offering himself as his son-in-law, 


me redress ; to-morrow you will know house at that moment, it could not have 


vall.”’ startled the old German more. “ Fool. 


He ceased speaking, and Edwin, as-|jish, superannuated old man !”’ exclaimel 
tonished to find an uncle in the strange|jhe, as he contemplated Hobbs, whos 
unaccountable being before him, bowed |jsimple looks denoted the embarrassment 
and hastily left the place. under which helaboured. ‘* You, mar. 

The scene the next day at the farm- i|ry my daughter !’’-—But instantly check: 
house, exhibited a truly amusing appear-|jing himself, bethought of a_ stratagen 
ance. Hobbs, who had now become ajj which would effectually cure him of bis 
constant visitor there, in reality had ta- Hove sick notion. 
ken a fancy to Miss Emily. His old ** You do me much honor, Mr. Hobls, 
tough heart was softened by the tender || (said the German) and as this is a deli. 
feelings of love. The old woolen cap, |jcate subject and requires some delibera- 
the companion of his grey locks for years ||tion, | will think of it, and give youm 
was abandoned, and a broad britmfhed, faoswer, provided my dangliter shoul 
fashionable three cornered beaver sub-|/have no objections ;°’---and winking to 
stituted in its stead. His red shirt was||Emily, who sat almost convulsed with 
exchanged for a white one--a suit offjlaughter, to remain, they all tefl the 
iron-grey, with large pewter buttons|} room, 
adorned his person, and for the first time}} A messenger was immediately des 
in a number of years, his beard was sha-|] patched to Nick Pet, who lost no time 
ved close-——which added not a little to|jin hastening to the house of ihe German, 
his looks. Accoutred thus he certainly|/tickling himself with the thought of 
appeared to great advantage. Being un-|| what fine sport he would have. Hobbs, 
acquainted with the usual forms of|jin the meantime, finding himself alone 
courtship, he was for dazzling is} with his charmer, hem’d, choked ant 
charmer with the gracefalness of his} coughed---but spoke nota word for some 
figure and the: fashionable costume of|time ; at length mustering all his res0- 
his person. lution in one bold breath, he stuttered 

Hobbs was unconscious that he had @/|out---What think you of it Ema, think 
rival, though he had often seen Nick/lI’d suit you, my pretty trout.’’ That be- 
Pet at the farm-house, and visited him ing the most tender love expression, hg 
at Quaker-hill ; consequently he Suppo |i could think of to apply to her. 
sed there was nothing to obstruct his 
matrimosial voyage. jold fellow was anxiously waiting for ate 

The family would shave as soon ply, when she no longer able to contain 
thought of an ourang-outang making|/herself, burst into a laugh. Hobbs 
love to Emily, as Hobbs, and were not caught the smile, and laughed too---his 
a little surprised when he came up tollwrinkled phiz was lit with languisbing 
the door accoutred as above described, }| smiles, and he twirled his three corne! 
Bowing with his beaver in his hand, the |led hat in his hands, in an extacy, expect 
salutation of the merning was passed ing that now his business was nearly ac- 











with many compliments. Every one of§complished, But a dampy look covered 


Justice though slow, has at length given}} Had a clap of thunder burst over the a 
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Emily looked at her adorer, and the "E 
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his features on her saying she expected to 
live an old maid, and like him, spenda 
part of her youthful days in single bles- 
sedness. ‘he ice was now broke, and 
he grew bolder, kneeling down before 
her, called her an angel, a sun-fish of 
the celestial world, and swore he was 
entranced in her presence, 

In the midst of his rhapsodies, who 
should enter but Nick. Hobbs, some 
what thrown in the back ground, by his 
entrance gathered himself up, and made 
alow bow. Nick asked pardon for the 
interruption, offering to retire, but 
Hobbs who had by this time began to re- 
cover a little from his love-frenzy, 
bowed to Miss Emily, and said as busi- 
ness called him away just then, he 
would do himself the honor of calling} 
in the evening. Mounting his cocked 
hat he left the room. 

(To be continued.) 
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FOR THE LADIES’ LITERARY CABINET. 


A DAY'S RESIDENCE BY TILE POST 
OFFICE. 


Anextract from the Jourral of Almanzor. 
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\** None sir,” strikes his ear to the en- 
quiry. Now soon they begin to thin off, 
one by one: 
some, and the serious, disappointed 
jones of others, strike your eye as they 
retire, 

Next comes the Ladies, perhaps ;— 
the modest blush crimsons their cheeks, 
as they approach the office of delivery.— 
One, falteringly makes the enquiry, and 
if the wished for letter is arrived, joy 
glistens in her eye, as she opens the 
‘reticule for the postage money, anc 
‘with light and airy step she hastes 
‘away. Another comes tripping to the 
window, and enquires,--she hears the 
‘often repeated words ‘* not any Miss,” 
‘and sad, and slowly she departs. A 
couch drives up and a servant dismounts 
from behind, and enquires for his mas- 
ter—he receives his packet and delivers 
‘it inside—mounts and takes his station, 
igrinning with joy at the honorable post 
which he occupies. . 

The list of letters for the last month, 
is hanging on the pillar of the portico, 
a son of Neptune comes rolling up the 
street with two or three companions.— 








There’is no place in our city, where 
there are a more variety of scenes ex-: 
hibited in the course of the day, than! 
those at the Post Office. Aurora has’ 
scarce arisen to shed her light over the 
city, ere the amusing sight commences, 
and the busy clerks prepare for the) 
coming throng. The mails arrive, and, 
the crowd begins to collect. 

First comes the merchants, clerks, in 
all the importance of their employers, 
and take their stand for the wished mo- 
ment of the mails being sorted. Next 
comes the citizen with eager strides, halts | 
and takes his place near, anxious to re- 
ceive some expected package Soon the 
students, bank clerks, lawyers and me- 
chanics, in quick succession collect! 
around. Every window is thronged.—, 
Ministers, Doctors, Printers, Brokers. 
and Grocers, crowd and jostle together. | 
The boxes Nos. 50, 100, 200, &c. &c.-, 
are called, and the owners served.— | 
The crowd presses. ‘‘ Be careful, sir” 
cries one.—** Let me retire’? says a- 
nother,—‘‘ Give me a chance” says a| 
third, as he edges side ways towards the| 








hide catches a sight of the list, and the 





around the windows, ‘* Avast a bit, ship- 
mates, (cries he) heave too, while I 
enquire on board the Post Office.—Ad- 
vancing, he shoves his tobacco quid in- 
to one corner of his mouth, and salutes 
the clerks :—*‘ Hallothere !—any thing 


, 
\for Jack Marling? a letter is handed 


him, and while he receives it, aroll of 
bills, tobacco, rope-yarn, &c. is pul- 
led out from his pocket, in his haste to 
pay the passage money, as he calls it.— 
Another sees his companion’s good for- 
tune, and enquires likewise. ‘ No sir”’ 
meets his ear, and a frown comes over 
his weather beaten countenance, for an 
instant—as he mutters to his companion 
then there is nothing to pay, Jack! 
Now a lover comes hastily up and de- 
posits his important epistle, and starts off 
with a bounding step,---turns back again, 
and enquires fora letter---he gets one, 
the seal is broke in an instant, and step- 
pieg aside. the contents is immediately 
devoured, and with a sigh he puts the 
treasure inhis pocket. A lovely girl ad- 
vances, hesitatingly, and enquires,--with 





place of delivery. Each presses towards | 
the window with a smiling face until | 


glowing hands she seizes the long , ex- 


The laughing faces of 


crowd which ever and anon thickens} 





jpectedand long wish: 


t} 


d for letter, then 
like a light cloud she moves away. 

|| Thus the scene continues, until the 
lishades of bight sets in and darkness puts 
ja stop to the delivery---the shutters are 
|| Closed, and the clerks are freed from 
| the anxious visitors. 


{ 
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1 LAUGHABLE ANECDOTE. 

| Some years ago, a gentleman travelling 
through Somersetshire, lost a portman- 





;|\teau, from behind his chaise, containing 


}a considerable sum of money. [le offer- 
ied a large reward for its recovery, but 
without effect. ft had been found by an 
old man, employed onthe highway, who 
lunacquainted with its use, carried i! 
ihome to his dame, and told her he had 
jfound a roll of leather, with an iron 
|string. His wife, who knew what it 
was, dil not undeceive hin, but the 
next day, when he was gone to labour, 
examined the contents. 
jhome at night, she said it wasa pity he 
j had no Jearning, and proposed his going 
‘to anevening school; the old man wil- 
ingly consented, but after a month's 
trial, could not make any thing of his 
\beok, so refused te go again. lie went 


On his coming 





‘to work as usual, and one day the same 
'gentleman being on the read, observed 
him, and asked if he had heard of any 
one having found a portmanteau some 
‘months ago ;---the old man did not un- 
\derstand what he meant, until the gen- 
tleman shewed that which he then had 
with him. ‘O yes,’ says the man, ‘I 
found a roll of leather like ‘that, and if 
‘you ‘Il go with me you shall have it.’--- 
The gentleman gladly accompanied him, 
‘and on their arrival at the cottage, he 
called to his dame to bring the roll of 
‘leather. ‘What roll of leather ? re- 
plied she. ‘Why, that I found (an- 
‘'swered the man) before I went to school !” 
« Before you went to school!’ said the 
gentleman; ‘ why, you old fool!’ that 
must have been before I was born!’ and 
left the house in a passion. 
— 


A man carrying a cradle, was stop- 
ped by an odd old woman, and thus ac- 
costed: ‘So, sir, you bave got some 
of the fruits of matrimony.” ‘* Softly, 
sofily, old lady,” said he, ‘ you mis- 








take, this is merely the fruit basket,’ 







er. 
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VARIETY. 





AN AFFECTING SCENE. 
“A FACT. 


Ugelino, a Florentine Count, had been 
imprisoned with his four children, by 
the Archbishop Ruguri; and after his 
deliverance, thus relates the horrors of 
his prison : 

‘“‘The hour approached when I ex- 
pected to have something brought us to 
eat ; but instead of seeing any food ap- 
pear, ! heard the doors of that most 
horrible dungeon more closely barred. 
I beheld my little children in silence, 
and could not weep. My heart was pe- 
trified. The little wretches wept; and 
my dear Anselon said “ tu guardi ti, pa- 
dre che hai ?” Father, you look upon 
us, what ails you? I could neither weep 
nor answer ; and continued swallowed 
up in silent agony, all that day and the 
following night, even till the dawn of the 
day. 

**As soon as the glimmering ray dart- 
ed through the doleful prison, that | 





could again see those faces, in which 
my own image was impressed. 1 gnaw- 
ed both my hands with grief and rage. 

“My children, believing I did this 
through eagerness to eat, raising them- 
selves suddenly up, said to me, ‘“‘ My 
father, our torments would be less, if 
you would allay the rage of your hunger 
upon us.” I restrained myself that | 
might not increase their misery. 

“We were all silent that day and the 
following. 

“ The fourth being come, Gaddon 
falling extended at my feet, cried, My 
father, why do you not help me? and 
died ! 

** The other three expired, one after 
the other, between the fiith and sixth 
day, famished, as thou now seest me. 
And I being seized with blindness, be- 
gan to go groping upon them with my 
hands and feet; and continued calling 
upon them by their names, three days 
after they were dead; then hunger 
vanquished my grief.” 

= 

A lady having sent a very costly silk 
gown to be dyed, the dyer very politely 
carried it home himself, that he might 
be certain of its being conveyed with 
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care. It so happened that the lady’s 
husband opened the door to him, and 
being a very proud man, vexed at having 
condescended to open the door to a low 
tradesman, asked very angrily what 
he had in his hand, and whom it was for. 
‘Sir,’ replied the man, ‘it isa parcel 
for the lady of the house.’ ‘ What, for 
my wife!’ answered the gentleman, 
* what can you have for my wife ?” 
Idye for your wife.’ ‘My wife!’ ‘ Yes, 
Sir, | dye for your wife and her two 
sisters.’ * You impudent dog,’ exclaim- 
ed the gentleman, in a violent passion, 
‘dare you tell me so to my face. Come, 
some of you, (calling his servants) and 
kick this presumptious and ignorant 
blockhead out of the house.’ They 
were proceeding to put his commands in 
execution, when the lady luckily came 
down stairs, (hearing a noise) and not 
only rescued her gown from the damage 
it might have sustained in the scufile, 
but also the pdBor man, who for many 
years had actually dyed for her whole 


family. 





oe 
SINGULAR INSTANCE @F FORTITUDE. 

At the siege of Yorktown, when the 
approaches were pretty far carried on, 
the troops mounted guard in the trench- 
es by regiments. The Rhode Island 
regiment of blacks mounted one night 
at a time when the British kept up an 
incessant cannonade of round, grape and 
canister shot. Two blacks were placed 
as centinels together, upon the same 
spot: one sat down, the other laid upon 
his belly, to observe the motion of the 
enemy, and to give timely notice, if 
they should attempt to sally. Whenthe 
relief came, the corporal found both in 
the same position he had left them: on 
demanding of the one sitting why he did 
net.rise, he answered laconically, «| 
believe, massa, Ise wounded, and | guess 
Cuffee dead : hant poke dis good wile.” 
On examination Cuffee was really dead, 
a cannister shot having entered his head ; 
and poor Sambo had the bones of bis 
leg and arm both terribly shattered. On 
carrying them within the lines, the-sur- 
geons found it necessary to amputate 
Sambo’s leg: when the poor fellow was 
informed of it, he, with a true heroic 








spirit, replied, ‘‘ Well, come massa, take 


| um off, say no more about um.” Having 












borne that with the patience of ap Ep 4 
‘ an 
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‘sir, 































anes 
tetus, he was informed it was absolut 4 "he st 
necessary to take off his arm - altho © sudden! 
under the most excrutiating Pains, af : sweepe 
the surgeons began to condole with oo 
on his peculiar misfortune, he exclaigie with ve 
ed, ‘‘ Neber mind, massa, take um of contre. 
tank God, I got noder leg and noder anime Rece 
left for um yet.”’ Had he been , Roe «= face an 
man instead of an African, how woujjfe heavily 
have been celebrated! into a | 
ee street, 
PRIVATE MADHOUSE, cious li 
A gentleman of landed property ws — keeps: 
artfully conveyed by his friends intoo,g then 1 
of these, a few years ago, and keptthn | —‘face- 
many months :——during this confinemey © Wal 
a young prig of an officer visited big) fashior 
and, with unfeeling assuranee, asked hiy : ly intr 
how he came there ?--“Come beep 2°42! 
said the maniac, as you came by yup 1°! 
commission—-not so much by myomp S@Vase 
merit, as by the interest of my friend,’ | Scanda 
ree acqual 
RECIPE FOR A LADY’S DRESS. ion 
Let your ear-rings be attention, @— at a be 
circled by the pearls of refinement; hi breaki 
diamond of your neck-lace be truth, wi the fic 
the chain Christianity ; your bosom pu your 
be modesty, set with compassion: yulR them. 
bracelets be charity, ornamented wil Ina 
the pearls of gentleness; your fing > camp 
rings be affection, set round with eR Goi 
diamonds of industry; your girdle # head, 
simplicity, with the tassels of good hy chief | 
mour ; let your thicker garb be vrw— — Sitti 
and your drapery politeness ; let yu and an 
shoes be wisdom, secured by the buck anoth 
les of perseverance. | Bei 
oa ving a 
; med u 
MISERIES OF HUMAN LIFE. — me 
Being prevailed upon by your frien’ Fe Wis 
to accompany him toa dinner party,"F) oy tl 
which you have not been invited, #*)) |.) 
upon your introduction to the lady of th ; Wa 
house, she expresses her regret that hel Be ie hoe 
dining room is so small, and immediate Cu 
afterwards, obliquely observes, with frienc 
but, that she can manage very well, # Fo 
her brother can sit at a side table. aitem 
Being invited to a wedding dinnet FoF wh 
when you have just discovered the *§ your 
constancy of your wife. fe outo 
A pimple itching so high between ! Tc 
shoulders, as to defy every attempt" Both 


relieve yourself. 
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In sharply turning a corner, coming 
suddenly in coutact with a chimney- 
sweeper, who impresses your white 
waistcoat and light coloured breeches, 
with very visible memorials of the re- 
contre. 

Receiving a bountiful splash upon your 
face and neckcloth, from a wheel of a 
heavily laden cart, suddenly dropping 
into a puddle of mud-water, in a narrow 
street, and being followed by an auda- 
cious little butcher’s boy, who constantly 
keeps a little before you, every now and 
then looking up and grinning in your 
face. 

Walking arm in arm with a man of 


fashion, to whom you have been recent- 
} 


ly introduced and meeting witk a vulgar 
acquaintance. 
To be obliged to listen to a sharp 


| POETRY. 





FOR THE LADIES’ LITERARY CABINET. 


THE RURAL COT OF INFANCY. 


Ye splendid scenes! ye crowded halls! 
Ye gaudy bowers that court the morn; 
Where fashion’s witching warble falls, 
Where bonest truth is laugh’d to scorn. 
Elysian regions of the great! 








Where Pleasure flings her pendants free ; 
My heart would seek from all your state, 
The rural cot of Infancy. 


Oh! fields, and hills and shaded streams ! 
Where life was led by smiling peace ; 
Ob! calim, clear lakes where sportful beams 
Still chace the gloom as tempests cease : 
Ye towering hemlocks! brightly green— 
Ye flocks like snow wreaths on the lea; 
Thon lovliest centre of the scene, 
Biess’d rural cot of Infancy. 





savage old maid, while she relates the 
scandal of the village, you not being 
acquainted with any creature in it except 
the narratrix. 

Asking a lady to permit you to look 
at a beautiful string of very small pearls, 
breaking it in two, scattering them over 
the floor, and crushing several under 
your feet in endeavouring to collect 
them. 

In a cold night, long legs, and a short 
camp bed. 

Going into a party, with a cold in the 
head, having left your pocket handker- 
chief behind you. 

Sitting opposite to a man who squints, 
and answering him when he is addressing 
another person. 

Being squeezed in a crowd, and ha- 
ving a little dwarf, with red hair, jam- 
med up against you, immediately under 
your nose. 

Wishing to have an early breakfast, 
and the kettle refusing, as if by fatality, 
to boil. 

Walking in a dark night, without lamp 


or lantern, upon unequal ground. 


Calling upon a couple of dear domestic 
friends, and never finding them at home. 

Fond of being your own carpenter, 
attempting to take off a lock, the screws 
of which have rusted in their holes, and 
your screw driver perpetually slipping 
out of its bite. 

Tormented for a week with a severe 
toothach, going to a dentist, who draws 
a sound tooth next to the decayed one. 





Why did I leave your hazles brown? 

Why leave your crested billows bright’ 
Why sell the bliss to stray alone, 

Aad bathe me in the moon’s soft light? 
Oh Heaven! why did I ever stray 

From hills where playmates ramble free? 
A mother hallows with her lay 

The rural cot of Infancy! 


Why didst thou leave '~-hush, bush my heart— 
Of blighied hopes thou canst but tell: 
Stil let thy inmost pulses start 
When home’s sweet sacred echos swell, 
And ever shall I fondly roam 
With youth’s proud tread, the flowery lea, 
Where stands—in life my only home— 
The rural cot of Infancy! 
S—of New-Jersey. 
IT SOD 
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THE TEAR OF HOPE. 


The scene was as gloomy and drear 
As the darkness of midnight could make it, 
And the wild flow’r turned with a tear 
From the cold blast which threatened to break 
it— 
Deep, deep was the silence that hung 
O’er nature, now lost in her slumbers! 
Not a sound on the listening ear rung, 
But the seamen's echoing numbers. 


It seemed like the gloom of despair, 
Which rests on the soul sunk in sadness; 
Which shrouding the dwelling of care, 
O’ershadows each bright ray of gladness.— 
It seemed like the unbroken spell 
Which enwraps the children of sorrow, 
Whose pleasures have bade them, farewell! 
Whose joys ne’er return with the morrow. 


Then slowly arose from afar, 
And shed its soft light o’er the ocean, 
A lovely, and bright beaming star, 
Awakening my bosom’s devotion.— 





— 
| I ne’er shall forget its blest ray 
That trembled so light on the billow! 
It seemed like Hope chasing away 
The gloom from my sorrowful pillow. 
HORENTIUS. 


| 





FOR THE LADIES’ LITERARY CANINET. 


TO SAMUEL B H JUDAH, ESa. 
On reading his beautiful Poem of “ Odofriede.” 


When the young fledged eaglet from his moun 
tain height, 
O’er the slumb’ring world first wings his way, 
Round the tow’ring rocks he wheels in play, 
Pleased where his pennons stretch their fresh 
th’ lowly flight, 
But weary of th’ trainmels o’ this earthly air, 
He sighs to seek the brilliant mansions fair 
Of the bright deities, who build their crystal 
bowers, 
I’ th’ blue vault above and tend the flow’rs 
That grow in heaven, unto the diamond floor 
o sky 
He cuts his cloudy way, and joy springs to his 
eye 
|| As he bathes bis downy plumage in the founts 
of light. 


So doth the son of poesy on his youthful lyre, 
Essay wi’ trembling hand to touch the string : 
|} Bidding the music float on low and flutt’ring 
| wing, 
{i Like songs of infamts ia melodious choi, 
When on the cold breast o° midnight heard 
afar, 
Or the tremulous instrument o’ th’ scrana- 
der, 
*Neath his love's lattice in the sad moonlights 
Scarce waking with its breath the echoes o° 
the night, 
Or the waters dimpling—but soon he doth 
aspire 
To bolder strain, touching the chord with hand 
of fire. 








But thou o’ a sudden bath come among us like a 
star 
O' fullest brightness—the darkness that hung 
’Pon our minstrelsey lighting, and as there 
clung 
About the cankered stings the ivy weed to mar 
The music o’ our harp, one magic touch o’ thine 
Hath woke its slumb’ring witchery, and bid 
to twine 
Around it, the eglantine and blooming flower, 
While thy rich glory hath poured out a shower 
Of radiance o’er this cold clime—where the ice- 
bound car 
O” th’ chill north-west sweeps from the mountain 
tops afar. 
EASTALIO. 


| 
From a paper published at Botany Bay. 
“ My wife’s so very bad cried Phill, 


I fear she'll never hold it,” 
She keeps her bed,” —“ Mine's worse” says Will, 








The jade this morning sold it.” 


nee 





























































~ . 


152 


LADIES’ LITERARY CABINET. 








— —— 
So 





—_— — — 








For THE LADIES’ LITERARY CABINET. 


LINES ADDRESSED TO A LADY, 


On her singing Burn’s beautiful song of “ What 
ails this heart o° mine.” 


You ask fair maid, what ails your heart’ 
What means its fluttring throb? 

Why do its wand’ring thoughts, your breast 
Of wonted calmness rob ? ; 


What means this ever tearful eye? 
What means this fault’ring tongue? 
Why pallid this once blooming cheek ? 
Why hesitates my song? 

Permit a friend, my charming girl, 
In softest tones to say,— 

*Tis love, till now unfelt, that thus 








Tavidious winds his way 
Thro’ thy pure bosom’s deep recess, ‘ 
And leaves his barbed dart; {2 
Blanches the roses of thy cheek,— rey 
With tremour fills thy heart. ' 
ORLANDO. 
—_ 


FOR THE LADIES’ LITERARY CABINET. 


TO MY COUSIN, 
On her accusivg me of being fickle minded. 








Never call me again, a vain fickle rover, 
And tell me no more, I sincerely love none; 
For 1 candidly own that young William's a lover, 
But warmly protest that | only Love one. 


Tho’ often the charms of your sex call from duty, | i 


And gently I kneel at the shrine of the fair,—| 
Tho’ often I worship the magic of beauty, 
There's nove but dear Lyp1a my warm heart 
can share. 


1 own Iam am’rous, and often too strongly 


Tho’ virtuous Rhoda has fill'd me with gladuess 


Oh! no, dearest maiden, I'm not fickle minded, 


Nor can I by passion or beauty be blinded, 


aud retired with them into the interior of this 
state, has just made its appearance, published at 











I leve, I admire, { worship but one. 


Nor can | be happy with any but one ; 


For Lyp1a to me appears lovely alone ’ 
O—of the West. 


——————_————————_E=E= 


poetic departinent was filled; we wii) en) 
to give him a place in our next, 
is on file. 
others are received. 


ton and Irene,” will be finished in our ney 


—— t 


TO CORRESPON DENTs, 


Jumes,” was not received until 
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“ The Legend of the Stone-house.” anj W¢, 
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An interesting history of the Life of Jemima 
Wilkinson, the pretended prophetess, who sev- 
years since collected a band of followers, 


Geneva, containing a fall exposition of the arts 
and frauds, practised by that arch deceiver on 
ber infatuated believers; and who continued 
rith her latest breath in ing herself “ the 
fiend,” second to none sit : e Almighty. 


Let — 

The. famous John Cleves “Symmes, whose 
chimerical theories of the hollowness of the earth, 
hasso long afforded matter for speculation ainong 
the good people of the west, has. made applica. 
tion to Congress fof two vessels to navigate the 
interior of the earth, entering at the pole hole — 
We are pleased to see the laudable exertions now 
making for infernal vavjgation in the different 
states, but really Capt. Symnies’ beats them afl. 





Destruction of Bowdoin College —On the 5tb || 
inst. the principal building of Bowdoin Coltege, | 
at Brunswick, in the state of Maine, was de- 
stroyed by He. The follgwing appeal to the| 
liberal frignts of-biffrature, from President 
Allen, we hop@imay meet with success, : 

A righteoud; Providence lias sent upon this 








Your charms have engagd me—my favour 
have won — 
I feel I'm imperfect, and often do wrongly, 
But sincerely avow I enly LovE one. 


What tho’, in my beart’s warm and gen’rous 
emotipn;,. 
I may, soriptimes, atlow my passions to "swage ; 
1 tell you again, in my heart’s wild commotion, 
That only dear Lypia, my mind can engage. 


Tho’ Clarinda, oft sympathy yields to my wo,— 
Tenderly feels for my bosom's coumnotion— 
Tho’ Sophia has gain’d, by sincerity’s glow, 
My prakiy with her frank and honest devo- 
n— 


Tho* young Ann Eliza charms William with gra- 
ces, 
And artless Louisa the feelings prolong— 
The? Amanda, as oft, my sorrow effaceg, 
Aud Betsey oft carols hilarity’s song— 


Tho’ friendly Amelia has rous’d me from sad. 
ness, 


dnd fed me.on #eptiments purely her own— 


Institution “a, erést calamity in the destruction | 
by fire yester nf the principal college buitd- | 
ring—the only public building occupied by stu-| 
dents, sixty of whon were thus rendered housc-| 
less, and some of Whom have suffered the loss of 
every thing. And this: calamity has come upon | 
the seminary at the gyomeut, when the inereased 
number of students iba. isfrained the trastees 
and overseers to vote trete@pt a new college fur 
their accommodation, evgy by a loan fore con- 
siderable part of the expesiieiy” 

Under these circumstances it is confidenty ho- 
ped, that an appeal will not be made jm vain 
to the generous friends of Literature; aed that 
the noble liberality, which has supported many | 
valuable Institutions in our country, will sympa- | 
thise in the distresses of this Tustitution, and will | 
soon rear up the desolate and still cmmtiiliiosing | 
walls of Bowdoin. 

Then shall the new edifice stand not enly as 
a temple.of Science,—but what is better and. 
more resplendent,—a monument of that Charity, | 
which gives to science all its worth. 
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Rev. Arch'd M’Clay, Capt. Elisha Noteros, 
Miss Margaret Annin, both of this city. 


Connolly, Afr. John Curtius, to Mrs, Mp 
Raymer, all of this city. 


Schaeffer, Mr. Joseph Symonds, to Misfit 
Tozer, eldest daughter of the late Danidt 
er, pilot. 


J. Feltus, 


Margaret Haws, daughter of Mr. Geo, thy 
H att of this city. 


daughter of the late Capt. W iiliam Brittin. 








| WILLIAM ALLEN, President. 





Bowdoin Coliege;,March 5, 1822. 


MARRIED, 


On Thursday evening of last week, by « 
On Sunday evening last, by the Rev, Bis 


On the same eveniug, by the Rey) 


Ras 


= 
On Wednesday evening, by the Rev. Ber 
Mr. John IL Williams, to Ye 





Oa Monday evening last, by the Rev & 


chibald M'Clay, Mr. Ira Perigo, to Missle 7q 
ces 


Eliza Brannan. : 
On Saturday evening last, by the Re i 
Mason, Mr. Alexander Joy, to Miss Mie 
M. Bunker, bothef this city. ; 
At Auburn, Cayuga Co. Ebenezer Hosking 
Esq Attorney at Law, to Miss Maria Britie 







On the 22th alt. in Martin county, N. Gr 
na, Mr. Edward Bird, aged €2, to Mrs El 
beth Cherry, aged 71. 

Old birds love Cherries when fully ripe. 

In Vermont, on the 8th of January, Mr we 
liam Double, to Miss Ann Maria Singleton 


A prudent mind te change her fate, 
From solitary treuble, 

She wisely left the Single state, 
And terved into the Do: ble. 


ae a ree 


DIED, 


In this city, on Sunday morning last, Mr _ 
mas Dixon,aged 43 years. 
Ou the same worning, of a ling 
Mrs. Mary Hinckley, aged 67. . 
On Wednesday night last, Mr. William Fine 
of the firm of Buloid & Finch, aged 2& years t 
On Wednesday morning, Mr. Robert Hewy : 
On Tuesday morning last, Mr. James Pep 
ens, in the 39th year of his age. 
On Thursday morning, Elizabeth Hophi 
aged 29 years. 


ering illnes } 4 
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